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Summary:
Andrew works a shitty summer job, Ashley works at no job. They watch a bad movie together.

Work Text:
Normally, when a college student gets a summer internship, the internship is meant to build experience for entry into the workforce. That’s what Andrew was hoping for when he accepted this internship offering.

Instead, he’s just been fetching coffee, rummaging through filing cabinets, running errands, et cetera. Boring, bullshit work. Just about the only experience he’s gotten is learning how much spit and semen can go into coffee before anyone notices.

The answer is quite a lot, apparently.

Andrew’s never done anything so gross, but he doesn’t completely blame his fellow interns for taking out their anger. Somehow, every single full-time employee at this company is a raging asshole, and worse yet, his employment is at their discretion. So when one comes up to him with yet more “high priority” drivel, he’s gotta do whatever mind-numbingly boring task they have in store.

The worst part of the job however, worse than all the psycho employees and interns, is how much time there is to be alone with his thoughts. It’s difficult not to be constantly wallowing in misery and loneliness, especially when he’s spending his first summer away from her.

…

At least he’ll be free soon, for a few weeks until college starts back up again, Andrew thinks, trudging home after another long day at work.

He lets himself into his apartment. Mom and Dad aren’t home yet, as usual, which just leaves Ashley, sprawled out on the couch, watching another disgustingly gorey movie.

“‘Attack of the Co-Ed Cannibals 5’, eh?” asks Andrew, examining the VHS case scattered carelessly. “Don’t you have anything better to do?”

“Nope!” Ashley chirps. “Not while you’re gone! Besides, why’re you so judgy? You totally watched ‘Co-Ed Cannibals’ one through four!”

“Because you made me watch it with you, remember?”

“Ehhh… I don’t remember anything like that.”

“Doesn’t surprise me. You always were an idiot.”

“Hey! Is that any way to be talking to your cute little sister? Where’s my ‘I’m home, honey’, or my welcome home kiss, huh?”

“A welcome home what?” replies Andrew, somewhat flustered. Then he sighs. “I don’t know about a kiss, but you can get a hug, I guess.”

Andrew might act exasperated, but in truth, he’s been looking forward to a hug all day. Even if he’d never admit it, it’s the thought of Ashley that keeps him going every day at work.

The hug really is as nice as he imagined it.

After an appropriate amount of time has passed, Andrew reluctantly peels himself away from Ashley’s embrace.

“Like I said earlier, you really don’t have anything better to do?” asks Andrew, as he takes a seat on the couch.

“Nope!” Ashley repeats, nestling into a seat beside him.

Andrew pauses at that. “You seriously don’t have anything to do, ever? You’re eighteen, and you aren’t in high school any more. You can’t just watch crappy movies all day forever.”

“Says who?” responds Ashley, clearly having never considered this obvious fact.

“Says Mom, probably. She’s not gonna let us live here forever.”

“Why don’t we just ki-“

Andrew cuts her off before she can finish whatever harebrained or diabolical plot she’s about to suggest. “No, we can’t do that. You need to think about what you do next.”

“You didn’t even listen to my plan!” whines Ashley, but she wisely decides not to push it, instead trying to deflect with a question. “Why did you choose to do whatever lame stuff you’re doing now?”

“You mean going to college and getting an internship?” Andrew clarifies.

Well, he needs a degree to make enough to easily support himself and Ashley his future spouse, whoever it is. He needs his internship, even if it sucks, because Mom started charging them rent, so he has to pay for both of their housing.

He doesn’t feel like explaining either of these things to Ashley, so he dodges the question. 

“My future is already all planned out. What about you? Not smart enough for college, and no marketable skills either. I truly wonder what you’ll do.”

“I do have skills,” Ashley pouts. “I could be an artist!”

That gets a laugh out of Andrew.

“Whatever,” she concedes, turning around to make eye contact with him. “My beloved big brother will surely take care of me, no matter what. We’re bound forever, right?”

“Of course,” Andrew thinks.

“Of course not,” Andrew says.

“Just because I’ll always be around doesn’t mean my money will be too.” he elaborates.

Ashley’s only response is to call him a deadbeat.

Andrew turns back to the TV, just in time to catch a co-ed cannibal bite into a surprisingly realistic leg. His squeamishness must have shown on his face, because Ashley turns to take a look too.

“Aww, you got grossed out by just that? A simple leg biting?” Ashley asks, slightly disappointed by the lack of gore on screen. “I thought you liked biting,” she teases.

Now he’s definitely flustered. “Not like that, you idiot. Anyway,” he continues, trying to change the subject, “it’s weirder that you weren’t grossed out at all. What do you even like about this series anyway?” Andrew fires back.

“The cannibals, of course.” she responds.

“Wait,” Ashley continues, before Andrew can react. “I don’t mean it like that. I like their characters and stuff, you know? Like, the way the cannibals always have each other, even if the rest of the world is against them.”

Andrew is a bit surprised at that. She does realize that the cannibal murderers are supposed to be evil, right? He asks her that, and Ashley shrugs in response.

“Those so-called ‘victims’, the sorority floozies, had it coming, the way they were hitting on another woman’s man,” she says.

Andrew laughs in response. “You really should get your head checked out,” he replies, smiling.

In response, Ashley throws her pillow at him, which he easily catches, clearly anticipating this response.

“Can I get that back, dearest brother?” Ashley asks as sweetly and innocently as she can, suddenly uncomfortable against the back of the threadbare couch.

Andrew’s reply is a quick and decisive “No”, along with a suggestion that she “think before she acts.” 

“What a jerk.” Ashley mutters, before leaning over and plopping her head right on Andrew’s lap. “Guess I’ll have to lay right here instead.”

The reassuring warmth of his body more than makes up for how shitty the couch is, she thinks.

“Wha-“, Andrew starts, but his protests quickly cease as it becomes clear Ashley won’t be moving. Oh well. Nothing to be done now, he supposes.

Together, they settle down to watch the rest of the movie.

It really is garbage, but if Ashley’s enjoying it, that’s good enough.